7 be 7* Yugedie ^Hamlet 

Bra(V', tis not it begins with VyrrbftsX^ rugged P/V rktiy, bee 
v'.hofe fable armes, 

Biackc as his purpofe did the night refemble. 

When hec lay couched in th’ommous horfe. 

Hath now this dread and black completion fmeard, 

W th herald y more difmall head totoote, 

Novv is hcc total! Gnlos, lion idly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embafled with the parching ftreetes 
Than lend a tirranous and a damned light 
To their Lords mutther, roded in wrath and fire. 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like Carbunckles,'thc hcllifliPyrr/^ 

Old grandfire P riam feekes ; fo proceed you, 

p ol. Forcgod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and 
Vlay. Anon he finds him 7g°°d diicretion. 

Striking too IhortatGreekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it fals. 

Repugnant to command ; vnecjuall matcht, 

P irrbus at P riam driues, in rage ftrikes wide, 

But with the whifte and wind of his fell fword, 

ThVnnciucd father falls ; 

Seeming to feele this blow* with flaming top 
Stoopes to his baft ; and with a hiddious crafh 
Takes pri foiier V irrbus care, for lo his fword 
Which was declining onthemilkiehead 
Of reucrent P riant 3 feem’d i th ayre to flick, 

So as a painted tirant P irrbus flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter , 

Did nothing : 

But as wee often fee againft fome ftormc, 

A fiknee in the heauens, the racke ftand ftill, 

Thebould winds fpcechlcfle.and theorbe belovvc 
As hufh as death, anone the dread full thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after p irrbus paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance lets him new a worke. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

Oh Marfes Armor forg'd for proofe cteinc, 

W ith lelfe remorfe then P irrbus bleeding fword 
Now falls on Vriam. 


Out 




Prince cf Defflnarkc* 

Out, out, thou flrumpet Fortundall you gods. 

In acnerall finod take away her power, 

Bre^fcc all the {pokes, and folles from her whcele, 

And boule the round naue downe the hill of heauen 
As low c as to the fiends. 

Volo. This is too long, 

H a . t thal to the barbers with yoinbeardjprethee lay on,ne s 
for a lig,or a tale of bawdry, or ht il cepes, lay on, come to H ecuva. 

Vlay. But who, a woe, had feene the mobled Qucene, 

Warn. The mobled Quecne. 

Volo, That’s good. , 

TVky.Runne barefootc rp and dow'ne,threatning the name* 
With Vafon rhume, a clout vpon that head 
Where lace the Diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blancket in the alarme of feare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venom fteept^ 
Gainflfortunes flare would treafon hauepronounc d; 

Blit if the gods themfclues did fee her then, 

When fhc law Pirhus make malicious fport 
In nvneing with his fword her husbands limmes. 

The inflant burft of clamor, that fhe made, 

Vnltfle thing smortail mooue them not at all. 

Would li3ue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And'paflion in tire gods, 

Pol . Looke whete he has not turned his col!our,and has tearcs 
in’s eyes prcthec no more, 

Warn. I'is well, lie haue thee fpcakeout the reft of thisfoone, 
good my Lord will you fee the players well beftowed ; doeyou 
hcare, let them be well vied, for they are the abftra<5l and breefc 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better haue a 
bad Epitaph then their, ill report while you Hue.. 

Pol. My Lord,I will vie them according to their defert. 

Warn, Gods bodkin man, much better, vfe cilery man after his 
defert, and who fhall fcape whipping, vfe them after your oy.nc 
honour and dignity ,. the lefts they deferue the more merrit is 
in vour bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come firs. 

Hd.Foliow him friends, week here a play to morrowjdoft thou 

here 






